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p HE field is free yes, CavzcniLs, draw the pen; 


Drain fatire's quiver on the ſons of men: 
Vice in all ranks let ridicule await, 
Players, Plaufibles, and Miniſters of State: 
But ſpare their daughters, nor the random dart i x 
Launch at the ſoftneſs of a lady s heart, | 
The female world great nature' s laws protect; 
n from power ever won. reſ pect: 
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2 AN EPISTLE' TO G CHURCHILL, 


Thoſe general laws the ſavage race confeſs, 


The gallant lion wounds no lioneſs. 


The martial cock with clarion ſhrill proclaims 
The challenge, but ſtill ſpares his feather d dames ; 
A ſofter paſſion kindles i in his eyes . 

The glance, that at the wald frekale flies: : 
With him no hoſtile combat do they prove, 

Nor know his other feats than thoſe of love. 


Bur if our Rate-augzan ſtables clear 
From all the filth that once lay treaſured there, 
If purg'd from vice the pulpit, A. and ſtage, 
Mock the vain fury of ſatyric rage; 

Cloſe with the times, encomiaſtics write, 
And make the ermine and the lawn more white. 


The ſoul humane, a BxDroRD there diſplays, 
Fit object of the foſeſt ſmootheſt lays ; 


* Such was ſome time ago the language of a certain Noble Reformer. 
We have ſeen ſome of his reformations ; the advantages that are to accrue 
from thence to the public are yet to come. 


AN 'EPISTLE TO 'C CHURCHILL. 3 
Soft as his * bleeding heart's relentive ſenſe; 0 + rl 
And ſmooth and flowing as his eloquence. 


Ox if the Caledonian Muſes' lays 
Have not exhauſted STEWART'S deathleſs praiſe ; 
On every Muſe for gracious 8rEwARr call, 
You'll gain a mitre, or at leaſt a ſtall. 
His fame renown'd tell to each gurgling ſtream, 
And teach the whiſpering winds the peerleſs theme; 
How ſteer d by him this beauteous ſhip of ſtate 
Hath tamely ceded half its glorious freight. 
Paint him, as late on Cizy-rubric day, 
Through crowded ftreets the ſtateſman ſhap'd his way, 
From the throng'd window and the vaulted ſhed 
While hiſſes vibrate o'er his deſtin'd head » 
Paint the great arbiter of Albion's fate, 
When on his brow contending paſſions fate, 


This Gentleman, whoſe humane heart uſed to bleed for our victories, 
hath at length contributed his mite to put a ſtop to thoſe — and ro- 
dreſs our enemy's wrongs. 1 


4 AN EPISTLE To c. CHURCHILL. 


The ſcornſul ſneer balf- baffled by chagrin ; ; 
| And paint, if colpurs can, the bile within. 


Woman, like England's monarch, never errs; 
Yet ſhe, like him, may have bad miniſters. 


And — — —— Harmony perplex; | 

truant — ſoſtneſs - ſex; 
If content —— ſequeſter d ſcene, 
——— love —— pleaſure —— —— kindred reign, 
Ambition's — - raſhly —— purſue, 
And lover = - ſtateſman too : 


At him, at him, the ſhaft of ſatite wing; 

But ſpare the Lady, as you would the King. 

Let not the muſes with unhallow d ſtrain 

Our nature's pureſt excellence profane; 

A rude unnatural war with woman wage, 

While beauty mourns the trophies of the page. 
Beauty, than whom of the Pierian nine 
More powerful none to frame the flowing line; 
Beauty, 18 cauſe awakes this artleſs ſkill of mine. 
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AN; EPISTLE T9, c. CHURCHILL. 


I aſk no ſiſter of the tuneful quire/, 
To guide my numbers, and the bard inſpire; 
Venus, a foul thro? the ſmooth lay. diffuſe, 
Be thou my guide, my patroneſs, my, mule. | 
Bright: as thy golden ſelf let fancy beam, 


Nor let the numbers fink. beneath the theme. 


- « * 0 } * * * 
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Tu plaſtic power, at whoſe creative call 
Roſe the fair fabric of this earthly ball, 
Tho' beauty ſmiled throughout the dædal land, 
And all was worthy his directing hand, 
Saw ſomething wanting to compleat his plan, 
Some link between the Angel; and the Man; 
And bade a new. exiſtence fill the ſpace : 
Streight Woman was, and occupied. the place. | 
Form'd with each charm, with every power to bleſs, 
With all terreſtrial 8 nature can poſſeſs, 
Behold the fair enchantreſs fit ſupream; 
The hero's idol, and the poet's theme. 
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6 AN -EPISTLE- TO c. CHURCHILL. 
Pre- eminence if firength of body claim, 
The ſinewy arm, and huge athletic frame, 

Let Woman yield; but if it follow power,. 
Rap me, fond faney, to the Perſſan bower; \ 


Where Ammon's ſon, the young, the great, the brave, h 


Lord of the world, the fair Srarira's Qlave, 
Learns the new painful leſſon, To oBEY; 
And bow ſubſervient to a victreſs- way: 
Midſt all his conqueſts a ſuperior owns, 
And lives or ſickens, as ſhe ſmiles or frowns. 


Nox ſhall the ſex alone Giſtinguiſh'd ſhine | 
In grace, and ſhape, and human face divine; 
Long as the annals'of bright fame admit 
A Portia's virtue, or a Sappbhos wit: 

The ſex, whoſe worth let Plutarcb's page declare, 
Whoſe loweſt worth is being heavenly fair. £ 


Ev'n now imagination's vivid ray, 
Beams on the raptur'd-mind with bold diſplay ; - 


AN EPISTLE ro c. CHURCHILL. 


There paſs in bright review the lovely train, 
Shaping their painful way to virtue's fane. 

But who is ſhe, ſuperior to the reſt ;— 

What means that dagger reeking from her breaſt ? 
The better genius of old Rome behold } | 
The firmeſt ſoul caſt in the faireſt mould. 

No ſtoic pride, no facred luſt of fame, 

But brighteſt virtue's brighteſt nobleſt lame 
Aim'd at her cannoniz'd breaſt the fatal blow, 
That leaves each old heroic deed below. 

In arts and arms ſee | great Zenobia ſhine, 
Beaming new honours on her royal line ; 3. 

Againſt the tyrants of the world ſhe ſtands, 
Mans her proud towers, and forms her little bands : 
In vain: to Rome ſubmits Palmyra's fate, 

Not all her virtues fave her finking ſtate. 


Ax ſhall we then for inſtances ſo rare 
With angel-charms fit out each heavenly fair 


8 AN EPISTLE To c. CHURCHILL. 


No: paſs v we thoſe ſo bright examples by, 
And ſcan the ſex with an impartial eye. 
Where'er, in court or country, fancy ſtrays, 
Something I ſee to blame, but much to praiſe: 
Some ſtrokes of vice rich veins of virtue crols ; 3 
The brighteſt pureſt metal has its droſs. 

And as I never ſaw fo mean a face, 

But in ſome happy feature lives ſome grace ; 
Thus, they ſo perfect, or myſelf fo blind, 
My fortunate experience ne'er could find 
One female mind, ſo loſt to every ſenſe 

Of virtue's heaven-directed influence J 

But midſt the blemiſhes ſuch ſplendor ſhone, | 
As might almoſt for all its faults attone. 


Ev'n in the fair Ægyptian I can ſee | 13 
The glow of virtue in that conſtancy, ,,,, 
Which nobly ſpurn'd the world when reft of Ax THON Y. | 


Nor need the muſe for bright examples roam 
To diſtant times, and realms remote from home; 


AN EPISTLE TO c. CHURCHILL. 


Oh no; ſhe might, ſhe would confine her ſtrain 


To Britiſh nymphs, and CHARLOTTE“s golden reign : 


But happier fortune buries half their worth, 
Nor calls the latent ſparks of virtue forth. 
When time flows on with unimbitter'd eaſe, 
And pleaſure ſcarce retains the power to pleaſe; 
The nobleſt ſparks of virtue dormant lie ; 
Waked into luſtre by adverſity : 

Stern tutreſs ſhe the mind heroic forms, 

Whoſe colours brighteſt ſhine amidſt her ſtorms. 
So when the gloom of congregated clouds, 
The lucid ſky's ætherial luſtre ſhrowds, 

O'er Heav'n's bold arch the vivid colours glow ; 
That mark the ſeven- fold radiance of the bow. 


Happy the land, where no curſt tyrant's doom, 


Wakes Arria's bud of virtue into bloom: 
Where no dread foe moleſts a female reign, 
With war and deſolation in his train; 8 
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10 AN EPISTLE TO c. CHURCHILL 


Calls active virtue into open day, 

And gives to all its powers their full diſplay ; 
That fortitude, that love of liberty, 

Which, great Bonduca, we adore in thee. 
Our men, are heroes, as our neighbours know; 
Sir Fanny ſays, our Men are Stateſmen too. 
Propitious fate hath to our nymphs decreed | 
Leſs glorious cares, but not without their meed. 
The various parts of mother, daughter, wife, 
And all the duties of domeſtic life, 
That from thoſe fond relations flow, are theirs : 
No trivial taſk, nor unimportant cares, 

To teach the young idea how to ſhine, 

Form'd by their hand to virtue's ſacred line - 
To mould each word, each wiſh of ductile youth, 
And turn the bias to the road of truth. 
And when the ſtripling mounts into a man, 

Love perfects what maternal love began; 

In the fair field of glory bids him prove 

His actions worthy of his Leſbia's love. 


AN EPISTLE TO c. CHURCHILL. 


In Leſbia's love, in Leſbia's golden ſmiles 

He meets the juſt reward' of all his toils. 

For him of charms that rich profuſion ſhines, 
To him the golden treaſure ſhe reſigns; | 
For him with jealous honour guards the bed, 
Where Hymen's conſecrated Joys are ſhed: 
And while with ear arrect, and melting eye, 
She hangs upon his tale, love's minſtrelſy; 
Heaves her fair boſom with a lover's glow 

For him ; to others fair, but cold, as ſnow. 


Are all our nymphs ſo fair, Lucretias then ? — 


Have we no Wero's too amongſt our men? — 
But ſhall we with an Efeimator's rage, 
Frame ugly portraits of a ſex, or age, 

Drawn from the vicious characters alone, 


Nor take a ſoft' ning ſtroke from virtue's throne : 


Which radiant beams to every eye confeſt, 


Rais'd by the Graces in à Citi\zLorrE's breaft, 


: „ 


AN rr TO C. CHURCHILL. 


* 


While late deſerted was the Muſe's ſeat, 
And Science found few friends among the Great; 
Who then the genial rays of bounty ſhed? 
Say who was firſt to raiſe her drooping head! » 
A female hand gave learning s ſacred ray _ 
| To beam, and chas'd the gothic cloud away : 
Beneath a ſemale hand ſee merit rear 
Her languid head, and claim its proper 1 2 
While with juſt honours Wit and Gemus ſhine, 
And bleſs the gracious hand of CaroLins. 


Away, away, to ern _- in | 
Where virtue wears the ſofteſt ſ weeteſt Airs.” | 
Where manners blend with e and form the finiſh. af 

fair: 1 5 
Away, and if you boaſt. or eye or ear, | 
Beauty will melt, and wit new-mould you there. 
The Mule's tints ſhall take a different glos, : 
And ſoft and ſmooth the placid numbers flow; ;; 
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AN. EPISTLE YO 7C- CHURCHILL. 


Satyr ſhall wonder at her power to praiſe, 

While pancgyric forms each courtly phraſe. 

So when, by promiſe of large honours won, 
Arriv'd on Piſgah, Beor's venal ſon, 

To ſign the doom of T/rae/s race below, 

And with prophetic curſes blaſt the foe: _ 
Wide o'er the vale his piercing eye he ſtreteh d, 
Wide o'er the vale the happy people reach'd ; 
The bliGful proſpect charm'd him to relent, 

And into bleſſings chang'd' the dire intent. 


There ſhall Aucusra check the ſharpeſt bile, 
Wit in her eye, and goodneſs | in her ſmile 


 AveusTa's ſelf ſhall vindicate alone 


The ſex's' various merit by her own. 

A MaRLBOROUGH there, by beauty's magic wand, 

Might charm the keeneſt ſhaft from fatyr's hand!: 

Mazrzoroucn, the treaſure of whoſe glowing charms, 

Might warm old age, and rouſe the young to arms; 
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14 AN EPISTLE TO c. CHURCHILL. 


Might, in deſpight of her pacific Sire, 


An Empire cruſh, and ſet a Troy on Fire. 


Hakcoukr, with perſon eaſy as her wit, 


Is all we wiſh without affecting it: 


Whate' er ſhe fays, whate'er ſhe looks, ſome grace 


Speaks in her words, and brightens in her face ; 


While innocence, | the index of the ſoul, | 
Breathes ſomething inexpreſſive thro” the whole, 
Which every breaſt with love or envy warms, 
Herſelf the only ftranger to her 4 

In the bright circle ſee a DELIA move, 

Whoſe look is candor, and whoſe ſtep is love 3 


DeL1a *, whoſe beauty's glow ere while impreſt 


The warmeſt paſſion on the warmeſt breaſt: 


Dll, whoſe „ tho' time's rude hand may plough 


The mercileſs furrow on her virgin brow, 


Secure of fate, unconſcious of decay, 


Shall — for ever in the Muſe's lay, 


9 „Mis Daſhwood, the celebrated 3 of Mr. Hammond, See Ham 


| mond's * Elegies. 
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Bright and more bright ſtill glows the brilliant ſeene, Y 


So ſhine her nymphs around the Cyprian Queen : 
Auſpicious land than which with happier ſmile © 
That Queen regards not her own Cyprian ule. 

From charm to charm th' embarraſs d Poet toſt, 
Amidſt the fair variety is loſt : 

Where each bri ght object ſome new charm diſplays, 
And thouſands charm a thouſand different ways. 


Queen of this radiant train, the Muſes ſue, 
Ingenuous ſcience bends the Knee'to you. 
While weightier cares engroſs a Grorcex's hour 


May learning's ſofter tutelage be yours: 


Rais'd by the influence of your foſtering hand, 

May arts with arms divide this happy land. 

Let critics tell, while tyrant Man alone 

Without a partner of his cares and throne, 

This ſceptre ſway d, when bloom'd the Muſe's train: 
When bloom'd they not beneath a female reign ? N 
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4 No rea m, no age ſo rude, but |t 
Tis your's to call thoſe ſparks. of merit 
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